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FRANC. I moved not to you, Paolo.
PAO.                                              But night
Guided you on, and onward beckoned me.
What is that book you read?   Now fades the
last
Star to the East: a mystic breathing comes:
And  all   the  leaves once quivered, and were
still.
FRANC. It is the first, the faint stir of the dawn.
PAO. So still it is that we might almost hear
The sigh of all the* sleepers in the world.
FRANC. And all the rivers running to the sea,
PAO. What is't you read ?
FRANC.                             It is an ancient tale.
PAO. Show it to me.   Is it some drowsy page
That reading low I might persuade your eyes
At last to sleep ?
FRANC.              It is the history
Of two who fell in love long years ago;
And wrongly fell.